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mallets and hammers, the forges roared day and night,
the foundries threw a red glare on the sky, as the
armada of all armadas carne into being. Those mighty
floating fortresses were designed to form a rampart
of flame between the on-coming Spanish army passing
into England and the English ships. They were de-
signed with a trust in mere weight and mass which had
evolved inevitably out of the Spanish intelligence,
crossed as it was with the Moor. They were literally
floating castles, and a Spanish castle was a vast struc-
ture, depending upon the thickness and height of the
walls. Some of the planking of the great ships In this
new Armada was five feet thick and balls from English
demi-culverin eighteen pounders were found imbedded
in the wood. But a new spirit had passed over the
face of the waters since Lepanto, and if Santa Cruz
had lived to command the Armada he would probably
have seen it before he reached St. Catherine's Point
Medina-Sidonia took back to his estates in Andalusia a
nightmare of horror which lasted until he died. The
Channel, that fateful day in July, 1588, was no place
for amateurs.
And if Drake, by his astonishing dash into Cadiz,
frightened Spanish ladies even at Philip's court and
made his men feel they could beat the Don anywhere
and anyhow, Frobisher, in a less spectacular way, was
rowelling the enemy's vitals. He was also training
officers and men in one of the most difficult corners of
the sea, Through the Straits of Dover the tide pours
like a mill-race twice a day. The shoals, not only off-
shore but in the mid-channel, are second only to the
Goodwins in terror for a mariner without chart or ex-
perience. The seas were heavy enough in a good wind
to fling any ship of those days on her beam ends If she
had clumsy men aboard. Frobisher's mild excuse to
Leicester, that he had no time to pay his respects to